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hate for all Gods other than Allah, They have never
been photographed, and I am afraid their nature will
never be properly revealed because of religious pre-
judice*

We came into the Haram, where we found some

attendants bringing a set of stairs that moved on rollers

up against that end of the carpet-covered building in

which gleamed the silver door.   The imam climbed the

steps and unlocked one of the panels, whose tangled

scrollwork  I  could  now examine  at  close  quarters.

Painstaking Persian jewellers of a good artistic period

must have spent many moons in hammering and carving

them.   Numberless tiny flourishes, geometrical flowers,

embossed zig-zags and tasteful arabesques, as from a

gorgeous Eastern carpet, were wrought in the metal.

On either side of this door rose a huge silver candlestick

that measured, together with its thick taper, something

like twelve feet in height.   On great occasions, such as

the Feast of Beiram, the flames are lit, and together

with the uncountable lamps of the Haram help to give

a fantastic beauty to the courtyard.   Standing in front

of the door I could read with great clearness the lettering

that ran round the Holy Carpet.   It consisted of many

mottoes and most complicated embroideries in which

continually appeared the name of Allah.

We walked into the Temple. Save for the light
coming from the door it looked quite dark, and indeed
there was very little to illuminate. The rectangular
space I estimate to be about thirty feet long, twenty
feet broad and twenty feet high. In the walls, which